THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

counter, after a preliminary exchange of commonplaces,
he suddenly shot at me the question: "What do you
think about women?55

It was rather a surprise, and difficult, like being asked
what one thought about the Equator; and I was only
able to stumble out some remark to the effect that I
thought women were quite all right, really. His reply
was, "Well, I definitely don't.55

He had a slight stammer and wagged his forefinger
at me: there was a Regency touch about him, he seemed
to have a stock on though he had not, his manners were
elaborately ingratiating, he gesticulated with hand and
eyebrow, and opened every paragraph with "But, my
dear sir"; sometimes adding, "Of course, I don't know

who you are, but-----". I thought he must have made

a regrettable marriage in early youth. He told me what
had happened in Greece and Rome as soon as women
were emancipated, he said that women were idiots for
competing with men instead of being men5s inspiration,
he demanded to know why they should expect men to
stand up for them in trains now that they had the vote,
he said that he had seen two women in riding breeches
the day before in an inn and had played dominoes with
one of them for half an hour before realizing that she
was not a man, he denounced Lady Astor, he bedazzled
me with illustrations drawn from all ages and climes,
and then, with a suggestion that sooner or later the men
of Britain would rise and re-establish the harem, he
shook hands hurriedly and ran out with a final expression
which suggested "You have been warned.53

"Who was that?55 I asked of the plump barmaid.
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